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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Yes, I shall have you — 
For I shall run on recklessly 
And you will follow after! 



Louis Untermeyer 



MOON IN THE MORNING 

What dost thou, so ghostly white 

In the halls of day? — 
Facing the triumphant light, 

Reveler astray? 

When thy silver court was kept, 
Thou and thine were free, 

And the sun, while dotards slept, 
Did not spy on thee. 

Scent of jasmine, voices low, 
Dost thou seek them yet — 

Lovers of the long ago 
Thou canst not forget? 

Day's gay banners all unfurled 
Flaunt from sea to sea: 

All the work of all the world 
Calls the sun and me. 

[132] 



Moon in the Morning 

Nay, thou shalt not bid me stand! 

Nay, I will not yield ! 
Strong to-day in my right hand 

Is the brand I wield. 

Then aroint thee, shadow fly! 

Wherefore haunt me so — 
Hanging mournful in the sky, 

Pale and loath to go? 

Mary Eleanor Roberts 



ECHO 

Love said farewell, yet not with moan or tears 

Did he. recall the gladness of the years 

We walked together. With a little laugh — 

Ah, but no weeping ever could be half 

So sad! — out from my open door he went, 

His bowed wings torn, his breathing slow and spent. 

And, though I know not whither he is gone, 

I hear his laughter from the dusk till dawn! 

Charlotte Becker 
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